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" Returned from our extraordinary walk and went on board.
During dinner, our vessel quitted Loch Scavig, and having dou-
bled its sotithern cape, opened the bay or salt-water Loch of
Sleapin. There went again on shore to visit the late discovered
and much celebrated cavern, called Macallister's cave. It
opens at the end of a deep ravine running upward from the
sea, and the proprietor, Mr. Macallister of Strath Aird, finding
that visitors injured it, by breaking and carrying away the sta-
lactites with which it abounds, has secured this cavern by an
eight or nine feet wall, with a door. Upon inquiring for the
key, we found it was three miles up the loch at the laird's
house. It was now late, and to stay until a messenger had
gone and returned three miles, was not to be thought of, any
more than the alternative of going up the loch and lying there
all night. We therefore, with regret, resolved to scale the
wall, in which attempt, by the assistance of a rope and some
ancient acquaintance with orchard breaking, we easily succeeded*
The first entrance to this celebrated cave is rude and unpromis-
ing, but the light of the torches with^ which we were provided
is soon reflected from roof, floor, and walls, which seem as if
they were sheeted with marble, partly smooth, partly rough
with frost-work and rustic ornaments, and partly wrought into
statuary. The floor forms a steep and difficult ascent, and
might be fancifully compared to a sheet of water, which, while
it rushed whitening and foaming down a declivity, had been
suddenly arrested and consolidated by the spell of an enchanter.
Upon attaining the summit of this ascent, the cave descends with
equal rapidity to the brink of a pool of the most limpid water,
about four or five yards broad. There opens beyond this pool
a portal arch, with beautiful white chasing upon the sides, which
promises a continuation of the cave. One of our sailors swam
across, for there was no other mode of passing, and informed
us (as indeed we partly saw by the light he carried), that the
enchantment of Macallister's cave terminated with this portal,
beyond which there was only a rude ordinary cavern speedily
choked with stones and earth. But the pool, on the brink of
which we stood, surrounded by the most fanciful mouldings in
a substance resembling white marble, and distinguished by the
depth and purity of its waters, might be the bathing grotto of a
Naiad. I think a statuary might catch beautiful hints fromSuch was tibe haunted room at Dunvegan; and,
